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SUMMER LOVE.

Love tha! loves fer a summerday,
When the world is young and the sky is }
blue,
When winter comes, and the world is gray,
sSummer-lover, what will vou do?

Love that loves for the loving's sake

A face that is fair with the bloom of
youth, 1'
Neath Beauty's guise, there's a heart to
break, j

A trusting heart full of love and truth.

Summer-lover, the winters wait,
And faces as the vears grow old,
Is yours a love (hat can challenge fate,
A lifelong love that will ne'er grow cold?

Love, the love that wiil last a life,
That will weather trouble, sorrow, or
shame,

In winter or summmer—joy or strife,
Is the onuly love that is worth the name.

The
Is
But

love thiat loves for a summer’'s day
not the love thalt will do for me, |
the love that loves when the =ky is
gray,

Is the love that will
—lda Rowe, in 8L Paul's, London.

last for eternity.
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UNT
A the quilt from bits of (nllu 0 g
ner by the and in kden
that she liked. 1t was the lone woni-
an's “love-quilt,” with her shades ot af-

setion deliberately outlined in tin)
iriangles

“I won't have an)
pall up anybody that's stingy. or s.uek-
up: or meddlesome, or eruel,” said.
“I’ll have it just near like fresh air
nnd sunshine can be, so when I'm
elek it seem Hke u nice, bright story ’

BINA EMERSON had pi;\c >
ven

women girl

picces in it that

she
o>

as it

“But yon ncedn’t have counted
every stiteh.” protested her sister, Mrs,
fiiflings, in whose hoine she had her
COZy rTaoiai,

*Anybody would think you were aao

to see how
pretty

istronomer, counting stars,
particular you've been,”
Hetty Bu for
ouilt was exhibited;
leoked paper, covered with ca-
Calistie which Aunt
Bina’s actual record of stitehes set.

“Well. stars or stitches, we like to see
how many we've got, and counting is |
only a pastime. The minister says we |
can't think of two things at the
but somebow [ can count my
stitches and most profitable
thoughts right along. 1 like the way
I ve disposed of my lights and darks,
den’t you?” Auni Bina.shook out the
great square complacently.

“It is beautiful!™ Hetty exclaimed.
*Why, you've a piece of my ‘ight
Llue in the middle: and here my
pink, and there is my dark blue!

*Yes! that’s bhecause I- Aunt Bina
had almost said “love you,” but she was
not in the habit of expressing herself in
that way.

FThe young girl looked at her ques-
twningly. theia suddenly stooped and
1 Kiss upon her forehead.
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= AUNT BINA’S QUILT &

| towil.

| were
| machines, to help pldn the farm work,
| 1o do “everything buv sing bass,”™

office, where a large flag proudly float-
ed, on the store steps, at the post office,
out on the country roads, and beside
the fences, while horses stood still in
the furrows, men gathered to talk about
the boys who were going to the war.
The village paper printed a long list

| one weel, and, as it was read with tear-

dimmed eyes, the people said: *It

' seewms as though all Eden is going.”

Then, one bright June morning, the

'sun shone upon a company of eager

voung soldiers. in new blue suits with
shining brass buttons. It fell upon the

! fathers, and mothers, and friends, who

stood grouped near the long wagons
whiclh were ready to take “ecompany 1"
to the nearest railroad station. The
white-haired old pastor offered the last
prayer, and, with fluttering flags, beat-
ing drums, huzzas and waving eaps, the
brave soldier boys were borne away.

A strange hush fell upon the small
It had always been a staid and
sober place, but now it almost seemed
as th(mg‘l life had gone out of it. Hard
work became a h'IP'-\‘\Ld necessity to old
and young.

The girls learned to drive horses that
not “steady,” to ride mowing-

which
they could not learn to do. But the
real life of the ploce depended upon
news froimp the boyvs, after all; and the
coming of the old yeillow stage, twice
each day, quickened heart-throbs as did
nothing

Two years passed. and the suspense
yet over. Some of the Eden

el1se.

was nol

had gone beyond the sound of
buele-call, a few were in hospitals. but
most of them were in action that dread-
ful spring of 'G4, when news of battle
after battle flashed over the land.
Eden was at its height of anxiety as
ihe people gathered for worship in the

boys

white church one Sunday morning, the
‘last of May., Hymns, Seripture read-

| 1‘{1 over .\'n\;!'
the |

“Pon’t be foolish, child,” <aid Aunt
IZna.

When the last minute (riangle was
Enally set g its corner Mrs, -I:I}Iil]_!_'::i‘

nade o1 “guiliing,
inocame
well unders
LSS

"1o which every wom-
wus invited, for it was
twod by this time that rood-
well to
Wias repre-

Wit

as as gowuns—according
Aunt Bina's measurement-

st nted.

ing and prayer were over, and the old

pastor arose, but, instead of beginning
his sermon, he said:
“Late last night word came that

there is preat need of everything for use
on the battiefields and in hospitals, The
sanitary commission begs us to
cotton and flannel garments, socks,
shee quiits, old cotton and linen-
everything we can gather, at once. It
would be cruel to keep you women, who
here with hands fold-
Bibles., when the need i
You invited to gather,
at the home of Mrs. Grow
may

15,

can use needles.

50 great. HERS
immediately,
for work, and
with yvoiu.

There were children in that congre-
cativn wiho still remember how, with
one impulse. all the women arose and

reverently left the church.
The law of Sabbath observance in
2den was Puritanic. but theose who

would not sew on n missing button un-
der ordinary
spated, needle in hand,
aited look which meets a great emer-

circumstances were soon
wearing the ex-

geney
Mrs. Grow was president of the Sol-

diers’ Aid, and her husband kept the
village store. This was opened, and
necessary materials were taken from
it. The only two sewing-machines in
the village were already there, and

were soon clicking an accompaniment
to the of the busj
workers.

A delegation.
Bina, was sent out to gather whatever
could be found, ready for use,

“I"'m glad to get out in the open air.”
said she.
a funeral in Mrs. Grow’s parlor,
as if it would kill me to the look
in Mis' Hastings” eves since Harry was

subdued voices

one of whom was Munt

Seems

s

|
shot.”

*She ought to know who amongst us |

is angelic, after being in our sick-
rooms and kitchens so many vears™
they said,

In those days quiltings were sup-

posed to be enlivened by much gossip.
bitt thie women whoe gathered that after-
r.oon, in the spring of 1862, wore anxious

faces and had but one theme of conver- | rered

sation, the sacervifices that the overbur-

dened nahon seemed to be preperving |
!

to ask from them,
“They opened a reeruiting of-
fice,” said one to aunother.
“*Capt, Pillsbury’s
urlough
Ta get a compuany

«oes back”™

flve

in charge.
up, buot
eniisted

IHis
he mrans
he

aimost
befor-
the next bit of news,
*1 should think we were
ot of the world let
Ars, Hastioss, as she snapped the cord,
wet in starch water, across the tring

Wils
far encuch
to be alone,”
rlos,
“*That's crooked?” Elll:'l'l'llpli‘l! her
ferring to the work: then
she ade ;-d. coming baek to the
“but I don’t wonder you feel so
1hrér grown
“We'vy
yaaen,
sachusel

veionbor, 1
!k:]'!il’.
. with
boys to worry abeut.”

noe boys to spare, fere
" gdded Mrs.

ts hasu't failed 1o do her part

Sis f.u. aud £'ve expected our time wonld |

OO,

“Her Johw'll be one of the first 1o
« nilist, now you see!™ whispered two
Lusy workers on the cpposite side of
the quilt.

Aud s it proved; for when, at  twi-

light, the husbands and brothers came
in 10 pariake of Mrs, Billings' bounti-
il supper, bringing the Boston pepers
snd the news of the day, they give the
pames of those who had enlisted that
vfternoon, John
Thurston’s.

“And probably Harry Thurston will
quin that company beforeit’s filied: but
s mwother needa’t koow about John
wow."” they said. So it was whispered
in the coom wherve she sat: but
ynderstood (e message that passed
fromr eve to eye. Hetty Barton under-
stood, tono, althongh she did not raise
her eyes from the line where she was
 aetting small, even stitehes. The air

aitd the first one was

~ yaves were iull of echoes in 62 and
- ety did

got need even John's words,
sielf sume inter in the cvem.lg to con-

the wnr iuer q»‘_ﬂ:aﬂ

| contribution

st3rl |
=i

in !
Thornton; “but Mas- |

she |

| I've ool
| in,

They knew you eould tell just where
to go for supplies,” remarked Mrs. Kent.
“We must get sheets and quilts and old
linen. Have you any quilis to spare at
your Aunt Bina?"
“I'm sure sister has some. and
an extra bianket or two.

Liouse,
-V ES,
Come
=

While Mres. Billings was collecting her
Aunt Bina was in  her
her knees.
the parlor again
bore in her
blankeis

room wupon
a f¢-\\"n1'intltt-s
arms a pair of
and her love-

she
white

| later,
soft.
quilt,

“Dina Emerson!™ exclaimed her sis-
' ter. “You don’t mean that you're going
to send that quilt ?

*Yes, |
quivering.
boys, 1

don't

her
cood
old
have

ceried Aunt Dina,
“*Nothing’s too
won't send ‘em
want: they shall

am:

face
| for our
-‘Elilll',_{\ ]
! this.”
that
hour of supreme devotion did anyone
i care to do so: but when it was known
that Aunt Bina had sacriliced her treas-
ure it aroused a splendid rivalry which

It was useless to argue, nor in

c brought together just such stores as
| were needed.

All day the good work went on, and
{at night, the men. weary of their en-

i.
foreed idleness, packed barrels and
boxes ready to ship in the early morn-
Ling.

Aunt Dina reached her room again
at twilight. with her Hetiy
Barton. “You know I've sent my quil*
to the soldiers,” she said, hesitatingly.

taking

“Yes, they told me so. 1 think it
was s0 generous of youn." letty re-
plied, in an absent-minded way, as she
twisted the plain gold ring on her
linger.

*1 had planned to give it to you,

iHletty. There’'s nobody 1 like so well
as you and John: but now—"

Hetty's eyes were full of dumb agony.
Suddenly
Ler kunees, she buried her face in Aunt
| Bina’s lap “Oh! oh!™ she sobbed,

“yoi needn “t think about thar. It has
been two long weeks sinee 1 heard from
| him. John wouldn’t neglect me
Aunt Bina. unless—"
could say no more.

Aunt Bina's tears fell upon the brown
braids. “There, there! don’t give way.
b guess Jobu isallright”

“Ol. but he always wrote! He wasn’t
careless. like some of the boys. Do you
kno«n his I’ather una mothu' are ahmxst

S0,
and then the girl

[¥ 2]

When she en- |

send |

‘“There, there!” eom:torted Annt Bl.n‘l;
“T believe John will live to come hmne.
that's my faith. Why, we've got to be-
lieve it, Hetty! If we didn't how could
we live through it!"

Even while they wept and talked,
John was lying in one of the Washing-
won hospitals. He had been terribly
wounded, and after many delays was
brought there with one leg amputated
ard his right arm disabled. His nurse,
a bright little woman from Maine,
tried in every way to arouse him.

“I believe he wants to die,” she said
to the surgeon. *lcan hardly persuade
him to eat.”

“Probably he does,” replied the
weary-eyed man. “He had a magnifi-
cent physique, and such a fellow feels
that he cannot face life maimed in this
fashion. TI've often had such cases. If
vou ecan only get him past this first
shock—"

The busy man hurried away without
finishing his sentence, but the nurse
understood.

A few nights later a lot of boxes ar-
rived in response to the urgent call for
hospital supplies, ard John's nurse
eagerly claimed some of their precious
contents. "I need blankets in my
ward.” she said, “and oh, here is a
veautiful quilt! This will eheer my
poor boys like a bouquet of flowers."”

The nurse from Maine was one of the
best in the hospital, and no one ob-
Jeeted when she carried away the quilt
and placed it cently over her favorite
patient.

“Perhaps it will keep his eyes off the
blank wall,” she said to herself, with a
-'_,’h

When the first morring light shone in
through the long, narrow windows,
the young soldier opened his eves, al-
most resenting the knowledge that he
Pad slept better than usual. As he
looked lanzuidly to see if his nurse had

given him an extra blanket, he saw
the new guilt, and at the same moment
was conscious of a faint perfume of

rose leaves, perceptible even in that
sickening atmosphere.
He closed his eyes and saw the bushes

under the parlor window at home,
laden with creat red roses, as they had
been the snoming he left Eden. He
had sizvted out that morning with a

b L.is buttonhole, and another be-
tween his lips—*“decked for the saeri-
fice.” he thought. with a spasm of bit-

| terness,

God's blessing go |

|

!

“11 stifles me to sit there like |

|
|
|
!
|
:

slipping from the chair to |

F T don't

il, earefully

With his left hand he pulled the guilt
nearer, It made of many, many
small triangies! “Mother's dress!™ he
murmured. placing his finger upon a
brown bit, with a tiny white spray in
it. “Petty!” and a wave of color rose
to hiz pale face. as he caressed a tri-
angle of pink.

¥For the first time since he was placed
upon that cot, great tears rolled down
his cheeks. The spell of despair was
broken. Life was sweet after all.

“Mother and Hetty won't mind if I

Wils

am a poor one-legged feilow,” he
sobbed.
All the bitterness aund rebellion

melted out of his heart as he lay there

quietly erying; and when his nurse
came in he greeted her with a smile

that transfizured his face.

“This is Aunt Bina's quilt!™ said he.
know how it got here. but it is.
Now, nurse, bring on your oroth, for
I'm going to get well.”

“It's better than medicine.” the de-
lighted woman declared to the doctor,
“He's given me his address, and I've al-
ready written to his mother.

“And I've shown that quilt to all my
boys, and told them about the dear old
maid who counted all the stiteches and
thought so much of her ‘love-quilt,” and
how hard it must have been to give it
up. They're all brighter and better for
it. ‘Why," they say, ‘do the folks at
home think so much of us as that?" "

Years that day,
and John and Ietty are elderly people
now, with boys and girls growing up
around them. John found that his
brains could do better service for him
than even physical energy, and has be-
come a successful and conscientious
lawyer. In their busy, happy lives they
have never forgotten the woman whose
meant so much to them, and
when Memorial day comes round. and
the veterans gather to decorate their
comrades’ graves, John and Hetty ve-
serve fthe choicest flowers of their gar-
den for Aunt Bina's humble resting
place.

And the quilt? Through the thought-
fulness of the nurse from Maine. it was
returned to the generous donor., who
bestowed it. as she had intended,
her yvoung friends. If you had the
privilege of exgmining the contents of
a certain chest in the Thuarston home-
stead, you wounld find a soldier’'s cap
and suit of faded blue, and very near
wrapped in
Aunt Bina's quilt.
ion.

have pa ssed sinee

saerifice

tissue paper
Youth’s Compan-

What Oar Simpliciiy Stands For,

Not long aro 1 read in a French
newspaper that  Emperor William,
witile studying in detail the conduct
of the Spanish-American war, had

been particularly impressed by the ex-
cellence of the eitizen soidiery of the
United Siates and by the efiicient aid
which they rendered the regular troops.
This, however, was no surprise to me,
for 1 have long been of the opinmion
that, even in the art of war, the thou-
sand and one complications with which
the old world is saddled are in no wise
indispensable, and that., although it
may uot be possible to improvise sol-
diers, “here should be little difficulty
in making good soldiers out of free cit-
izens. In short, we see that through
Europe, through all phases of national
existence, Jhas remained complieated,
America has retained its original sim-
plicity, which, indeed. is the chief char-
acteristic of transatlantie civilization,
and gives it just that plasticity, that
posslbahtv of progress. that rapidity
of realization, which make it a civil-

ization supérior in many points tcours,

—lhmu .Plen'n de thql-l.ln. iu Cenp

| FROM HOTEL TO HORSE LOT.
The Decamping Treasurer of Benefit

Fund Changes Quarters—To New
York by Rough SNStages.

Two men met in Broadway, one of
whom had left the west several years
ugo; the the other had just arrived.

“How are things?" asked the several
years miiii.

“Hard lines. old man, hard lines, and
a good muny of them. Bottom fell out
of everything | undertook, and I went
with the Yottom every time. But I beat
the game on the very last round, and
as I did I scooted; but do you know you

are liable to be arrested if you are
caught here with me. You might

ring in an alibi later, but 1 would be up
against it for keeps until they got the
swag, and the game is to keep it dark
for my friend. He doesn’t know where
I am. He thinks I am a thief, but he
floesn’t dare kick where he is, because
if they get me he gots nothing. And I
can't hold on to it forever, you know,
I can’t starve while T am holding a
pocket of rocks down for my friend to
show up. So while T won in the last
round I am still on the iron works, and
the stoker is putting on more coal.”

“What was the game?” asked the
several years man as soon as he had an
opportunity to cut out his former
triend’s run of talk.

“Why, I was receiver of a benefit fund.
You know Tomdick. Always hard up.
And always had something in the wind
«t the same time. Well, Le had played
everything, and I am sorry to say every-
body. He couldn’t have got a button-
hole on credit if they had been giving
them away. Dut somehow, [ don’t know
how, and I never will, he got up a beite-
fit for himself. and all the talent
chipped in with the distinet under-
standing that he was fo give everyonea
hite at the bag. I don’t know how it
was, but T was the only man in town
who would aect as treasurer. Of course
there were others, but they didn’t suit
our old friend, whose name is not Tom-
dick, but vou know who I mean. ['ve
ot so [ am afrzid to tell my own namo,
L\t'l'_\(l.‘lt‘ who was in the benefit came
te me in advance and told a pitiful
story that was enough te make the flesh
on the weather vane take water. T was
peariv sorry 1 had consented to act,
but Tomdick braced me up by saying:
‘Pon’t forget your neck. Now give it
to "em,’ he says. That made me re-
vengeful and 1 chewed my teeth.

“The benefit was Sunday night, so
there was no other competition., It was
in a public hall, so as not to prejudice
the church crowd. [ never saw such a
erush., Thewallsof the building bulged,
and at one time it looked as if we'd have
t¢ hold an overfloww meeting. When
[ shut the window and barred it there
were maore than a thousand people try-
ing to get past the ticket taker with
‘squidglins’ that T had sold them for

seats. When T got to my hotel with the
swar | looked as if 1 was deformed;
money was sticking out of my clothes

everywhere, The clerk says to me:

“‘Did you see ' m?

“‘See who? says I.
anybody.’

**Said he was the Iawyer for the bene-
fits and had a corgtable with 'm. Det-
rer take another room. Here's key to
parlor A

* *Nixey.’

*No: didn’t see

savs I. With that 1 rushes
to my room, gets my bag and mackin-
tosh and nmbrella and pulls out. That
night I slept in a horse lot. That’s
richt. And T've traveled here every
way-—freight trains, canalboats, every
way except the right way, and loaded
with money. Think of it. old man! And
fer all my pains and sufferings I'm lia-
ble to be nabied by the beneficiaries
aad my friend &s well. I ean explain to

Tomdick if I can see him, but, great
Caesar's ghost, how do | know Where
he is? I ecan’t hold on to the stuff al-
swayvs, The feeling 1 am having will

Leep me from stealing us long as I live.
Treasurer of the benetfit fund to-night,
sut as Richard would say: *Where to-
morrow?” But I got even with the town,
old man; I got even with the town.”
N. Y. Sun.

| A CHEERFUL NURSERY.

Apartment That Shonld Be Far.
nished with an ¥ye to Com:.
fort and Safety,

“n

{ b= aursery vught v be the pretuiest
and most cheerful rocar in the house,
with ample receptacles for toys, some
attractive pictures and a pleasant out-

upon |

look from the windows, A  smali
aguarium is ar objeet that givew great
enjoyment, and it is casi'ly managed
| prefer a tightly drawn, well-tacked-
down tapestry carpet upon the foor,
it it ean be taken up and steain eleined
semiannually. and properly cared for
between whiles; for children are al-
ways tripping over rugs and Lurting
themselves. For the reason that sharp
apgles furnish dangerous points to fall
tables and chairs should have
The first counsidera
safety and comfort,
after that, prettiness. Clear space for
running about most essential, for
there are many fall and winter days
wher outdoor exercises is an impossi-
bility: and on thvur days it is well to
put on the little one’s bonnet and coat.
open the windows for half an hoar, and
invite him to a brisk game that requires
plenty running and jumping. Pro
cide a low table and chair. w heiv he can
sit at ease with his toys. imagining him
self lord of a little realm. "This conceit
i one that children delight 1n, and its
% very harmless delesion—not alto-
rether without opportunities for whole-
some lessons in the way of hospitality
and kindness to others.—Flerence Hull
Winterburr.. in Woman's lfome Com-
panion.

reninst.
rounding edges.
tions are health,
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lot Water Sponge Unke.
Break two eggs into a basin with &
supful of powdered suguar and two
onnces -of butter. beat well, then add
Lalf a teassip of boiling water, stirring
all the time; then siftin 13, teacups of
| flour and two-teaspocnfuls of haking
.. Bake in a wmoderate oven fox

P?‘"RTO le MUSI&

fhe Cuira Is the National Instrio-
ment and Is a Queer One,
Bat Popular.

Like all other Spanish-speaking peo-
slce, the Puerto Ricans are fond of
nusie. Every cafe has its orchestra,
‘or a cafe could hardly do business
without one. Every main street dur-
ng the latter part of the day has its
little itinerant band of guitar and vio-
in players, and the warm nights are
made pleasant to the strollers along
the streets by the sound of stringed in-
struments which floats from behind the
\atticed, vine-clad screen of private resi-
jences.

Nearly all of the airs are pitched in
a minor key, which, even when intend-
»d to be joyous, contains a plaint to
the Anglo-Saxon, fond of Sousa’s ro-
bust music. To one who has.traveled
n Spanish lands the music of Iuerto
Rico at first seems very familiar, but
the ear is not long in discovering some-
thing novel in the accompaniment to
the melody.

It sounds at first like the rhythmical
shuffle of feet upon a sanded floor, and
one might suppose some expert clog
dancer was nimbly stepping to the
musiec made by the violins and guitars,
The motion is almosi too quick, too
romplicated, for this, however, and it
s the deftness of fingers and not of
feet that produces it.

It eomes from the only musical in-
strument native to the West Indies. the
“guira,” which word is pronounced
“huir-r-ra” with a soft roll and twist
to the tongue only possible to the no-

tive. The guira is a gourd varving in
gize in different instrumenis. On tle

inverse curve of the gourd are cut holes
like those in the back of a violin. On
the other side of the gourd opposite
the holes is a series of deep seratches.
The player balances the gourd in his
left hand, holding it lightly that none
of the resonance may be lost.

With the right hand he rapidly rubs
this ronghened side of the gourd with
a two-tined <teel fork. TIn the hands
nf a novice this proefuces nothing but
A harsh. disagree2dle noise. In  the
nands of a natise “guira™ player a won-
derful rhyiimic sound comes from
this drv=q vegetable shell, a sonnd
whic*. in its place in the orchestra,
becomes music, and most  certainly
pives splendid time and considerable
rolume to the ;wl‘l‘nrmu'rt-v

The player's hand moves with light
ning rapidity. The steel fork at times
makes long sweeps the whole length
of the gourd and then again vibrates
with incredible swiftness over but an
inch or two of itssurface. There see¢ms
to be a perfect method in its playing.
thoush no musical record is before the
plarer and it seems to be a matter
merely of his fancy and his ear as to
how his part shall harmonize with the
melody of the stringed instruments.

The guira is found in all the West
Indies, but seems specially popular in
I'verto Rico, The players generaily
make their own instruments and ap-
parently become atiuched to them, for
us poor as these strolling players are,
they will hardly part with their guiras
even when offered ten times their real
value. They are distinetly a Puerto
Rican curio, and. strange as it may
seem, Puerto Rieco is probably move
destitute of tourists’ *loot™ than any
foreign eountry known to the travei-
ing American. The tourist who can
secire a2 guira may congratniate him-
self, for it will be hard to get und is
the very thing which can be carried
away from the island as a souvenir
which is distinetly native and peculiar.
-—Kansas City Star.

BEGGARS OF GOTHAM.

Villsinoas Impestors Who Accoma-
Iate Wealih by I'osoling the

Charitable.

“Tuvo ready an ear is bent to the ap-
peals of the beggars, panhandliers and
impostors in this town.” This observa-
tion, from a special agent of a charit-
able institution, made to a New York
representative of the Dispatch, led to
a bricf talk on these professional pests,
who along with the *'old clothes man
interfere considerably with the pleas-
ures of the pedestrians by projvcting a
shadow into his mental musings. Ac-
cording to this shadower of suspects,
several of the horrible examples of pov-
crty one frequently encounters here
own a tenement omtwo and have fair-
sized bank ‘aecounts. This does not
look like an exaggeration when it can
be truthiully stated that some of the
begzars who haunted the shopping
r}Uill‘lL‘[' for 20 or 20 years averaged ten
dolinrs a day. When one begzar on
Sixth avenne was arrested he offered
the policeman $20 for his freedom and
two a day therealter for the privilege
of pursuing his ecalling under police
protection. One clever retailer of hard-
luck stories used to average $5 to $1
a night working thie hotels, lle ownsa
comfortable little home over in Jersey
One man whe has been arrested many
{imes ecarries three under his
coat: “Please Help the Blind\" “Am
Deaf and Dmnb.” “Please ilelp a Poer
Cripple.” The last is worn at night,
when pe donbles his hand up under his
sleeve, twists a leg and hobbles along
Broadway. He doesu’t have snowballs
in winter. Accordine to the spoecial
axent one beggar discards his false ieg
in daytime and works the shoppers,
At night he puts on his leg and a dress
suit and attends the theater or visits
the roof gurden. He hos been seen in
the swell cafes, and nothing is too good
for him. Several of tlie old expertsn
this line have been driven »ff the
streets Ly the police, but enbugh re-
maie to keep the tender-hearted stran-
ger guessing. The deserving ones heve
are robbed of a large sum daily Ly the
men and women who have reduced beg-
ging to a fine art and whe areaided and
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abetted by the leensed trite who sell

Russia bas a busmen col]egt
Kleﬂ) that was founded in 1588. ‘
The Wesleyan Methodists of E:ngflﬂ

twentieth century fund.

There are 90,000 ordained nnnisterl
in the United States, or abou‘L one
preacher to every 800 people.

There are school-teachers in Switzer-
iand whose income amounts to $500 &
year. That is the highest salary; the
Jowest is $80.

coust has enlisted the services of sev-
eral Chinese converts to work among
their countrymen.

The California Methodist conference
soted unanimously in favor of equal
jfay and ministerial representation—
149 for; none against.

The Tuskegee institute, QfAlubama-.
nas just received its first student from
Porto Rico—a fine-locking and prom-
ising young colored man.

Dr. ¥linders-Petrie has giveu to the
Haskell museum, of the {/niversity of
Chicago. a valuable collection, the re-
sult of his recent Egyptian execava-
Liens.

The Episcopal house of bishops, by
u vote of 31 to 24, rejected propositions
he.umg on the subject of the remar-
ringe of divorced persons designed to
take the place of those now in exist-
ence. The present canons on that sub-
ject, therefore, remain in foree.

The vote of the conferences of the
Methodist Episcopal church on the
proposition for equal ministerial and
lay representation in the general con-
ference up to date is 7,263 for and 1,429
against. The vote of these same con-
ferences last year was 3.507 for and
5,024 against.

THE IRISH WAKE.

it Is a Kindly and Houman Castom in
Intention—Some Strange
Dellefs.

The old Irish custom of “waking™ the
dead has given rise to much misrepre-
sentation of the Irish character; and
vet in its intention it is a kindly and
human custom. To those who do not
understand the Irish nature. or the im-
which move it, the drinking,
smoking and conversation which take
place at “wakes" appear incongruous
and repulsive. To the Irish people, on
the other haund, there is something very
cold, unfeeling and repellant in the
English custoin of leaving the corpse
shut ap in a room, all alone, deserted.
as it were, by the family. In Ireland, we
xeep close company with our dead to
the very las% moment.

“Walking™” means “watching.” We
watch affectionately by the body of a
dead relative or friend until the time
arrives to depart for the funeral
ground. The body is laid on the bed,
cover=d with a white sheet, leaving ex-
posed the head and the hands crossed
reverently on the breast. The walls
about the bed are covered with white
sheets, on which are hung bunches of
fiowers and Jaurel leaves. Seven lighted
candles stand on a table near the bed;
the room is frequently sprinkled witly
holy water, to keep off the evil spirits
whomay be hoveringaround,and on the
corpse is a large plate of salt, which is
Lelieved to be hygienicully eflicacious
for the watchers.

The lrish prople are generous in their
instinets. They never like to be alone
and this feeling for eampanionship is
strougest when death has visited them
closely. A family deprived of a mem-
Ler death seceks counsolation from
the neighbors,who.ever quick in sym-
pathy, in joy or in sorrow, crowd in to
cheer up the spirits of the bereaved, to
distract their thonghts irom their sad
loss. First entering the room where
the corpse lies, they kuneel and say a
prayer. BEut the manifestation of sor-
row is confined 1o the chamber of
deathi. Outside, in the wide Lkitchen,

pulses

by

and tobacceo, whisky and stout are sup-
plied to them.

There are “wakes™ at which stories
are told. forfeits are pl.yed, and a lit-
tle drollery indulged in. but, as a rule,
while every effort is made by the watch=
ers to blunt the edge of sorrow, per-
feet decorum is pressrvcd, and not an
unsecming word is spoken. 1 have
been ab many “wakes,” and certainly I
have never heard a song sung, though
it i often suid—oef course, by those who
do not know—that singing is a com-
mon practice at these assemblies,
Moreover, there is a motive-—founded
upon superstition, 1t is true—for cheek-
ing the manifestutions of grief in the
presence the dead.  In some parts
of lreland it is believed that the soul of
a departed person is made restless Ly
the teurs and regrets of surt‘it'in.g
friends and relatives, and that, unable
to ilit to Heaven. it hovers about the

earth until the sorrow for its departure
is appeased. Mo IrNers may. therefore,
at “wakes” struggling to re-
press their sobs and tears. “Don’t be
eryin® that way, asthore, or you'll keep
bim from his rest.” wos a remonsirance
I heard kindly addressed to a young
widow whe was weeping bitterly over
the vemains of her husband.—London
Telegraph.
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A MMean Man,

*What's the trouble between youand
the main traveling man?" asked the

head of the firm Of the ehief bookkeep-
er. “Can’t we fix it up?”

“Never, sir. We are rivals for the
same #irl. You know how bashiul I
am in company. The other night ata
little party they insisted on my singing.
I btroke down in the middle of the last
s-m:-.c. and that infernal cagd yelled:

‘Encore! Encore!” 1'd like to strangls
him."—Detroit Free Press.

Confirming a Suspiclon.
Short--Do you know Uye a strong
- snspicion thu the house I'm liring ln
is haunt

m-ﬁcr “ballads in.
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are planaing %o raise $5,000,000 as &

The Salvation Army of the Pacifio.
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